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LINCOLN 


Thou  art  not  of  the  ages  nor  of  time 

Thou  art  a  citizen  of  eternity  ! 
Thy  god-like  intellect,  thy  soul  sublime, 

Birthed  of  all  wisdom  past  and  that  to  be. 
Thou  art  not  as  the  stars  for  they  shall  fade, 

Thou  art  not  as  the  suns  for  they  shall  die ; 
These  all  shall  form  dread  Ruin's  wild  cascade 

And  pour  to  nothing  down  the  hollow  sky ; 
But  thou  shalt  live,  and  mount  from  height  to  height. 
From  throne  to  throne  in  everlasting  light. 

All  lands  are  thine,  no  race  nor  tribe  nor  breed 

Shall  claim  thee  nor  shall  circumscribe  thy  trust, 
But  all  shall  drop,  wherever  hearts  shall  bleed, 

Devotion's  tear  above  thy  hallowed  dust. 
The  sons  of  glory  glitter  for  a  day ; 

The  victor's  arch  and  trumpet  have  their  hour, 
Then  pass  like  twilight  at  the  close  of  day, 

But  thou  shalt  evermore  augment  thy  power, 
Because  in  every  truth-enlightened  breast 
The  conscience  of  the  world  has  made  thee  guest. 


Ah,  it  was  Love  that  made  thee  wonderful ! 

And  a  vast  pity  for  the  recreant  race ; 
A  scripture  of  the  heart  so  deep,  so  full 

It  filled  with  beauty  thy  melancholy  face. 
Upon  thy  hands  the  dark  and  sober  soil, 

Deep  spread  along  the  ways  of  lowliness ; 
Upon  thy  brow  the  honest  sweat  of  toil, 

And  in  thy  spirit  all  the  world's  distress ; 
So  didst  thou  heal  deep  wounds — deep  wounds  and  sore, 
And  men  stood  up  whose  heads  had  dropped  before. 

Ascending  up  from  off  the  lowly  sod, 

As  day's  warm  breath  invites  to  heaven  the  dew, 
Thou  art  the  pledge  of  fadeless  faith  in  God, 

That  man  is  majesty  and  that  truth  is  true, 
Thy  steps  are  on  the  ages  and  thy  voice 

Shall  like  grand  thunder  roll — for  justice  given; 
Wherever  earth  shall  make  eternal  choice 

'Twixt  Mammon's  claim  and  the  high  laws  of  heaven 
Thy  lifted  hand,  thy  thrice  invisioned  eye 
Shall  point  the  way  by  him  who  rules  on  high. 

— Guy  Fitch  Phelps. 
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Lincoln^The  World's  NobleSt  Hero 

An  Address  by 

DR.  HANNAH  M.  FISHER 

Friends,  Members  and  Students  of  the  Lincoln  Memorial  University — 

It  is  with  feelings  of  pleasure  that  I  appear  before  you  on  this  his- 
toric spot,  dedicated  and  consecrated  to  the  memory  of  the  greatest 
American,  Abraham  Lincoln. 

The  imperishable  principles  he  left  to  mankind  are  here  cherished 
and  inculcated  in  the  mind  of  youth  that  sown  anew  in  the  soil  of 
human  hearts,  will  perpetuate  the  memory  of  his  greatness  and  bless 
the  world  for  generations  to  come. 

Universities  and  schools  of  learning  fill  our  land,  the  pride  of  our 
American  institutions,  but  to  none  other  is  accorded  the  distinction  of 
having  been  founded  at  the  suggestion  of  Lincoln  himself,  that  a  loyal 
and  God-loving  people  shut  out  from  the  immediate  benefits  of  schol- 
astic education  might  enjoy  a  seat  of  learning  in  their  own  dooryard. 
An  academic  vale  of  beauty  all  their  own  in  this  ideal  spot  of  the  Cum- 
berland. 

Lincoln  was  born  in  the  dawn  of  the  nineteenth  century,  when  the 
armies  of  Napoleon  were  marching  with  conquering  tread  to  over- 
throw the  powers  of  the  old  world.  When  the  hero  of  Austerlitz  with 
one  stamp  of  his  foot  in  the  center  of  Europe,  shook  the  earth,  Lincoln 
passed  away  in  the  closing  hours  of  the  most  terrible  fratricidal  war 
that  ever  visited  this  planet. 

In  every  age  the  world  has  had  its  heroes.  With  Washington,  it 
was  majesty.  With  Napoleon,  ambition  was  his  star ;  but  he  reckoned 
not  with  an  over-ruling  Providence  and  his  false  aims  and  vain  en- 
deavors were  doomed  to  go  down  in  darkness,  defeat  and  death  on  the 
lonely  isle  of  St.  Helena. 

Shakespeare's  imagination  won  the  admiration  of  intellect  at  the 
shrine  of  genius.  Lincoln  drew  all  hearts  to  him  by  his  unswerving 
courage,  in  defense  of  right  and  justice  as  God  gave  him  to  see  the 
right,  coupled  with  unselfish  love.  He  had  come  through  sorrow  and 
much  experience  to  the  realization  that  the  greatest  human  achieve- 
ment was  Love.  Well  has  the  poet  said : 

"Ah,  it  was  love  that  made  thee  wonderful 
And  a  vast  pity  for  the  recreant  race, 
A  scripture  of  the  heart  so  deep,  so  full 
It  filled  with  beauty  thy  melancholy  face." 
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His  gentleness  and  tenderness,  enshrined  him  in  the  hearts  of  the 
Republic  he  saved.  Bayard  Taylor  wrote  "The  bravest  are  the  tender- 
est,  the  loving'  are  the  daring'." 

Lincoln  was  a  common  lawyer  but  an  uncommon  man.  Not  an  ora- 
tor, yet  the  greatest  living  orator. 

The  letter,  written  by  Lincoln  to  a  bereaved  mother  whose  five  sons 
sacrificed  their  lives  in  the  civil  war,  which  hangs  upon  the  wall  of 
Oxford  University  of  England,  is  pronounced  a  world's  masterpiece. 

The  trials  and  persecutions  Lincoln  endured  after  his  election  as 
President  are  indubitable  proof  of  his  nobility  of  character.  Enemies 
derided,  friends  criticised,  abuse  and  persecution  was  heaped  upon  him. 
Members  of  his  cabinet  told  him  his  manners  were  western.  That  he 
spoke  the  Illinois  vernacular.  They  said  he  lacked  the  refinement  and 
culture  befitting  the  highest  office  in  the  land.  Lincoln  replied — the 
people  will  understand. 

The  sympathy  of  Lincoln  in  all  human  afifairs  and  the  distress  of 
others  elicited  his  interest  and  received  his  aid  if  in  any  way  he  could 
lend  assistance.  No  one  ever  sought  his  aid,  if  their  cause  was  just,  that 
did  not  receive  help,  or  with  a  sorrow,  and  left  unconsoled. 

The  hovering  war-cloud  broke  with  the  first  shot  fired  upon  Fort 
Sumpter  that  was  heard  around  the  world.  The  burdens  of  war,  resting 
on  his  shoulders,  were  the  greatest  any  man  had  ever  borne.  Call  after 
call  for  volunteers  was  sent  out.  Troops  were  pressed  into  service. 
Disappointment  and  defeats  followed.  Blunders  of  officers  in  the  field 
added  to  the  confusion  and  were  a  source  of  regret.  His  days  were  full 
of  unremitting  toil  and  his  nights  were  filled  with  agony  unbearable. 
He  said  at  one  time,  I  can  fight  through  the  days  but  the  nights  are 
agony  untold.  When  others  sought  the  couch  of  repose  he  went  aside 
to  pray.  The  skies  were  darkened,  the  stars  were  shrouded,  the  only 
light  discernible  was  the  reflection  of  the  reddened  sky  of  distant  burn- 
ing homes  and  battle's  glow.  The  sound  of  cannon  rang  in  his  ears. 
When  he  tried  to  sleep  he  heard  the  wails  of  anguished  mothers — the 
cries  of  little  children  for  the  father  who  would  return  no  more,  and 
the  groans  of  strong  men  giving  up  the  ghost. 

With  his  heart  full  of  pity  for  the  dead  and  dying  he  was  forced  to 
call  again  and  again  for  more  men  to  fill  up  the  thinned  ranks  of  sol- 
diery ;  and  walking  through  blood  and  tears  he  rushed  them  to  the 
cannon's  mouth  to  satisfy  the  rapacious  maw  of  death. 

Nightly  he  visited  the  hospitals  at  Washington  and  spent  hours  be- 
side the  sick  and  wounded  soldiers.  Pausing  in  his  rounds  by  the  cot  of 
some  young  soldier  holding  in  his  great  hand,  the  hand  fast  becoming 
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palsied  in  death,  to  impart  courage  from  his  own  heart  to  sustain  the 
dying  soldier  in  his  final  struggle. 

With  unwavering  courage  Lincoln  held  on  to  his  high  purpose, 
through  praise  or  blame,  until  a  victorious  peace  crowned  his  efforts 
after  four  years  of  warfare. 

Courage  is  the  noblest  attribute  of  the  human  soul.  To  Lincoln  must 
we  ascribe  the  noblest  heart  that  ever  beat,  since  Jesus  was  here  among 
men. 

We  need  not  recount  his  deeds.  A  land  reunited,  cemented  by  blood 
and  flame  into  an  enduring  friendship.  The  flag  of  our  union  torn 
asunder  and  now  without  a  stain,  each  star  in  place  and  not  a  stripe 
severed.  Four  million  slaves  set  free,  the  sound  of  whose  clanging 
fetters  falling  yet  reverberates  through  the  world. 

These  are  the  monuments  to  his  memory.  Bronze  and  marble  will 
crumble  and  decay,  but  the  monument  of  good  deeds  will  live  forever. 
Goodness  is  greatness.  Lincoln's  greatness  asked  nothing  of  birth, 
nothing  of  pride  or  fortune  and  nothing"  for  self.  He  was  a  humani- 
tarian, as  broad  as  the  world,  and  he  will  live  as  long  as  the  world 
lives.  An  immortal  glory  shines  upon  his  name. 

The  greatest  of  national  heroes  had  to  die.  The  assassin's  bullet 
marked  him  for  its  victim,  and  he  yielded  his  life  blood  a  last  great 
sacrifice  on  the  altar  of  freedom. 

In  yonder  Valhalla,  in  his  home  state,  his  inanimate  dust  reposes 
where  nature  stands  sentinel.  The  winds  of  the  prairie  sing  a  requiem 
above  his  rest.  His  tomb  is  baptized  by  the  dews  of  night  and  kissed 
by  the  morning  and  evening  stars.  Requiescat  in  Pace ! 

His  unfettered  spirit  lives  in  the  realization  and  grandeur  of  Divine 
Sonship.  His  sad,  tired  face,  now  joyous  and  glorified,  looks  down  on 
the  people  he  loved  rejoicing  that  they  are  carrying  on  the  work  he 
left  unfinished. 

This  Mecca  be  our  watch-tower — let  us  come  to  this  Shrine  pilgrim- 
wise  and  keep  vigil  with  Lincoln,  that  the  "Government  of  the  people, 
by  the  people,  for  the  people  may  not  perish  from  the  earth." 

Let  us  guard  well  our  interests.  May  no  red  flag  of  communism 
desecrate  our  liberty !  No  seed  of  Bolshevism  be  implanted  in  our  fair 
soil.  To  close  the  doors  of  the  House  of  God  and  tear  from  the  human 
heart  the  hope  of  immortality  would  be  like  blotting  the  sun  from  the 
sky.  We  know  not  what  destiny  portends  but  may  God's  mercy  extend 
to  the  hour  of  retribution  that  will  come  to  the  Nation  who  forgets 
God. 
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This  land  of  our  inheritance  is  the  land  of  a  price,  bought  and  paid 
for  by  the  blood  of  our  forefathers,  redeemed  and  vouchsafed  to  us  by 
our  husbands,  brothers  and  sons  in  the  war  of  the  Rebellion. 

The  flag  of  our  Union  has  come  down  to  us  through  blood  and 
tears.  Let  us  renew  our  allegiance  to  Country  and  to  God  and  resolve  to 
stand  by  the  dear  old  flag  and  bear  it  aloft  to  float  forever.  It  has 
waved  over  our  cradles.  May  it  wave  over  our  graves — or  when  it  falls, 
if  fall  it  must,  may  there  be  nothing-  around  it  but  crumbling"  walls  and 
nothing  above  but  the  angel  proclaiming-  the  end  of  time  and  the  begin- 
ning of  Eternity. 

Abroad  on  all  seas  and  all  shores  let  it  shine 

The  emblem  of  manhood,  redeemed  and  divine, 

That  the  down-trodden  nations  of  earth  may  arise 

With  their  feet  on  their  chains  and  their  brows  to  the  skies. 

Our  time-honored  flag  was  carried  by  our  brave  boys  over-seas  to 
make  the  world  "safe  for  democracy".  They  marched  with  proud  and 
valiant  step  through  London's  street  to  witness  our  banner  waving 
above  the  House  of  Parliament  and  its  enthusiastic  welcome  in  West- 
minster Abbey.  One  hundred  and  fifty-four  years  almost  have  passed 
since  our  revolutionary  heroes  decided  to  break  from  England's  reign, 
whose  power  ruled  the  seven  seas,  that  this  land,  founded  by  the  Pil- 
grim Fathers,  "with  freedom  to  worship  God,"  might  become  a  free 
and  independent  nation. 

When  the  Continental  Congress,  in  session  assembled  at  Philadel- 
phia, were  led  to  consider  the  question  of  independence,  Richard  Henry 
Lee  of  Virginia  made  a  motion  to  appoint  a  committee  to  draft  a 
Declaration  of  Independence.  A  voice  of  dissension  arose  as  to  the 
feasibility  of  such  a  step.  John  Adams,  called  the  firey  patriot  of  Rev- 
olution, rose  from  his  seat  and  said,  "I  second  the  motion" — vote  now 
and  deliberate  afterward  was  the  order  of  command.  The  vote  of  Con- 
gress was  seven  to  five  in  favor  of  the  motion,  by  which  act  we  date 
our  first  Fourth  of  July  as  Independence  Day,  1776. 

I  would  be  negligent  of  filial  respect  and  ancestral  regard  did  I  not 
refer  to  the  recorded  fact  that  a  strain  of  patriotic  blood  flows  in  my 
veins  in  lineal  descent  from  the  House  of  Adams.  My  great-grand- 
mother, Mary  Adams  Whitlock,  was  a  sister  to  John  Adams,  second 
President  of  the  United  States,  and  first  ambassador  to  the  Court  of 
St.  James.  History  records  that  John  Adams,  in  1783,  effected  a  treaty 
with  England  and  listened  to  King  George  from  the  throne  acknowl- 
edge the  United  States  as  "a  sovereign  power". 
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With  unbounded  faith  in  God's  promise  that  "war  shall  be  no  more", 
we  look  forward  to  the  coming  Era  of  Peace ;  when  our  lives  by  Love 
controlled,  all  people  in  all  lands  will  be  united  in  one  bond  of  Univer- 
sal Brotherhood,  beneath  one  all-embracing  rainbow  Arch  of  Peace, 
while  the  nations  respond  in  exultant  chorus. 

Raise  your  songs  and  voices  high, 
Sing  Ye  Heavens  and  earth  reply, 
Love's  redeeming  work  is  done — 
Fought  the  fight — the  battle's  won  S 
Lo !  The  sun's  eclipse  is  o'er — 
Lo !  He  sets  in  blood  no  more ! 


Page  Seven 


Lincoln  Souvenirs 

This  cane  and  mallet  were  made  from  a  wal- 
nut rail  brought  into  Convention  Hall  immedi- 
ately after  the  nomination  of  Mr.  Lincoln.  May 
the  18th,  1860,  Chicago,  Illinois. 

The  rail  was  made  by  Mr.  Lincoln  on  a 
farm  in  Sangamon  County,  Illinois,  when  he 
was  twenty-one  years  of  age. 

Mr.  Lincoln  procured  a  piece  of  the  rail 
and  had  these  articles  made  for  Ira  Haworth,  a 
close  personal  friend,  a  memher  of  the  conven- 
tion and  an  ardent  worker  in  the  campaign  of 
1860. 

The  cane  and  gavel  are  silver  mounted  and  bear  the  in- 
scription :  To  Ira  Haworth  from  Abraham  Lincoln. 

Mr.  Haworth  kept  these  valuable  souvenirs  until  his  death, 
August  the  5th,  1912,  leaving  them,  a  legacy  to  his  sister,  Han- 
nah M.  Fisher,  who  turned  them  over  January,  1930,  to  Dr. 
John  Wesley  Hill,  Chancellor  of  Lincoln  Memorial  University, 
Harrogate,  Tenn. 

These  souvenirs  have  been  placed  in  a  specially  prepared 
glass  case,  in  the  historic  Lincoln  Room  of  Duke  Hall,  together 
with  other  priceless  mementoes  of  the  immortal  Lincoln.  Hail 
and  farewell ! 


The  Lincoln  Bust  on  the  cover,  by  Prof. 
Henry  Bush  Brown,  is  a  replica  of  Lincoln's 
Bust  at  Gettysburg,  and  adorns  the  entrance 
to  Duke  Hall. 
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